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Chapter | (Christ POV) 


Author's Notes: 
Perspectives will switch between Chris and Stone. Thank you for reading! 


Chris‘ POV 


After our band finished practicing, we left the basement and sat together in the living room. Chattering and 
laughter filled the room while our bass player, Jeff, rolled a joint. By the third time we all met up like this, it 
became the norm: jam and practice, go upstairs, smoke some weed, and shoot the shit until we had somewhere 
else to be. | didn't smoke, so | kept my attention on the TV instead until someone spoke to me. All five of us 
went to the same high school when we were younger, but that fact didn't make me feel like any less of an 


outsider. The only fellow member | shared mutual closeness with was Eddie, only because we were dating. 


Which was why a part of myself felt odd about him walking past me to sit across the room. Next to Mike. 
There was more than enough room for him to sit next to me. Then again, | might have been nitpicking and 


overthinking it. So | tried shrugging it off and continued watching TV. 


The second time | looked their way was while Headbanger's Ball cut to commercial break. | turned my gaze 
towards Eddie again, my heart thudding heavier in my chest as he was closer to Mike now. He brought the 
joint in his hand to his lips, acknowledging my glance while he allowed the smoke to travel to his lungs. He blew 
the smoke past his lips before looking at Mike again, passing the joint to him. When their hands touched, they 
both drew back and chuckled. What was that about? Was there something going on between Eddie and Mike? 
Why didn't Eddie want to sit with me? 


| slowly rose from the couch. | needed to sit somewhere that wasn't directly in front of them, or hotboxed 
with smoke. Leaving the living room, | padded through the kitchen and slid the patio door open. | looked forward 
to being alone for a moment, but our drummer Matt occupied the hammock. | liked him. He was the only band 
member | talked to that wasn't Eddie. 

He opened his eyes and yanked the earbuds from his Walkman out of his ears. "Sup, Chris?" 

"Not much, man," | sat on the wicker rocking chair across from him. 

"What's with Eddie and Mike lately? They're getting... closer.” 

That was a good question. One | was incapable of asking Eddie himself without upsetting him. At least | wasn't 
the only one noticing it. But the way Matt put it implied that this wasn't the first time their behavior was out 
of the ordinary. If that was the case, then | didn't pick up on it until now. 

"| don't understand what's going on," | picked my feet up, sitting back while the chair rocked. “Should | ask him?" 
"That would be better than assuming things," Matt let out a long yawn. 

Matt was right. Would it hurt to ask Eddie? If he ended up getting offended, then yeah it would. It was never 
my intention to bother him with anything, yet somehow he would get upset about something. No matter how 
innocent or mundane. 

| lay my head against the chair, finding solace in the fresh air, overcast sky, and Matt's presence. With 
everything finally off my mind, | closed my eyes, hoping to fall asleep but wishing this chair had seat and back 
cushions. 


The jolting sound of the screen door opening sent me sitting straight up, exchanging glances with Eddie. 


‘I'm ready to go home if you are." He ducked his head into the patio, glaring at me with hooded, bloodshot eyes 
while | looked back at his knotted brows. He turned to Matt and said goodbye before heading back inside. 


Matt let out a long sigh. "Good luck, Chris." 


"Thank you," | stood up and stretched my arms. | doubted luck of any amount would help me, but | stil 
appreciated the fact that someone cared. 


| waved goodbye to everyone else on my way out the front door. Eddie stood at the bottom of the porch 
steps, taking a white slip of paper from Mike. Great. 


Eddie looked upset and didn't say a word on our walk back to my place. | thought my questions could wait until 
his mood lightened up. But what if | pissed him off anyway? There wouldn't be any use in mentioning it, let 
alone waiting. 

As we walked up the front steps, he stepped beside me. "What's gotten into you?" 

"Huh?" 

"You looked distracted during rehearsal. And you looked pretty glum after that. Is something wrong?" 

"What do you mean?" | unlocked the door and stepped inside. "Nothing's wrong." 

| took my jacket off and hung it up. When | turned towards Eddie, he had the same frustrated look in his eyes. 
"Eddie, what? l'm fine. l'm just tired" | kicked my shoes off. 


"You always say that, Chris. Something is obviously bothering you. I'm right here if you want to talk about it” 


He always said that, and it always followed up with him starting an argument or making me feel worse. In spite 
of this, | smiled, but not too much. Enough to insist that | was fine and deter him from escalating things. 


He dropped it, until the evening. He slid underneath the covers and lay next to me, pressing his lips against my 
temple for a kiss. His hand rubbed small circles on my chest while he kissed my neck. | wanted to keep 
watching the movie on TV, but it was impossible to ignore the blood rushing to my groin The way he his 
breath tickled my skin when he groaned turned me on. Soon enough, we both shed our clothes and Eddie eased 
himself onto my lap. 

Afterwards, | surfed through TV channels while Eddie showered. 

He returned to my bedroom with a towel draped over his shoulders. "You alright?" 

"Yeah," | said, my voice sounding flatter than | intended. 


"Are you sure?" He opened the dresser, picking out a few clothes. 


"Yeah l'm sure. Why?" 


"| dunno. It doesn't seem like you are." 


| didn't answer him. | changed the channel back to the one airing horror movies and set the remote down 


beside me. 

"You aren't even looking at me. Like, what's going on?" 

"Nothing," | looked at Eddie, who had his arms crossed. 

He sighed, and continued getting dressed. 

"Eddie, what?" 

"Please... please say something else besides ‘nothing’ and ‘I'm fine’. 

"If | said ‘fine and dandy,’ | would be lying. That's not even how | talk" 


He glared at me while buttoning his shirt, clearly unimpressed with my deadpan attempt at lightening the mood. 
"So nothing happened at Jeff's?" 


My brows furrowed. "No...?" 


That might have been a lie, when | recalled Eddie siting next to Mike after rehearsal. But | was not in the mood 


to argue. 
"Alright. Well, I'm going back to my dorm to finish my work." 
"Okay. Have fun with your homework. Love youl” 


He left the room without saying anything. He might not have found my use of the word "homework" very 
funny, but | know he heard the last part. 


Chapter 2 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 
"Thanks for unlocking that," | called out to my roommate, Eddie. "I forgot my keys." 
Closing the door behind me, | kicked my shoes off by the doormat. | walked into our dorm's small kitchen, 
setting the paper bag of groceries down on the counter. Hearing a heavy sigh behind me, | turned around. 
Seated at the round wooden table, there were books and papers splayed in front of Eddie. But his hunched 
posture told me it wasn't his coursework stressing him out. 
“Something bothering you?" | pulled up a chair and sat across from him. 
He straightened up, blue eyes meeting mine. "You can tell?" 
‘lm no psychologist, but | can still tell when someone looks overwhelmed" 
He picked up a pen, clicking it against the table. "| almost got into an argument with Chris." 
"Eddie, I'm sorry to hear that." | leaned forward, placing my hand on top of his. 
"Don't be. Might have to apologize to him." 
"You ‘might'?" 
"Well, yeah. | love him, but | don't know if this is going to work anymore. It's like I'm holding his hand all the 
time. Getting him out of bed, reminding him that he needs to eat. The only thing | don't have to push him to do 
is show up for rehearsals. Like, he's older than me. He should know better, don't you think?" 
| wasn't in any position to comment on that, as | never met Eddie's boyfriend before. Yet a part of me felt 
sorry for Chris. From the outside, it sounded as though his boyfriend suffered from depression or something. 
Even with that in mind, how was | supposed to respond? 
"And on the other hand," Eddie continued, "I'm probably being too harsh on him. | feel like | came off as 
antagonistic, and even now I'm talking about him behind his back instead of talking to him directly. | care about 
him, Stone, but | don't know what else to do." 


"Has he confided in you or anyone?" | asked. "Have you tried talking to him?" 


‘Of course | have but, he won't tell me much. Most of the time its ‘I'm fine! when he's clearly not." Eddie 
covered his face with his hands, muffling a long sigh. "| need a cigarette." 


He slowly rose and left his seat, sauntering to the balcony. 


| thought about our conversation while | prepared dinner. | never met Eddie's boyfriend--and none of this was 
any of my business--but what | took from it was that Eddie loved him. He could sound brash and aggressive 
at times. That might have been because he wanted Chris to confide in him, and wanted their relationship to.. 
work. They've been together for years, so for that reason alone | hoped neither of them gave up on one 


another. 


But again, this wasn't any of my business. 


Chapter 3 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 


| had a two-hour gap between my classes, which | often spent at a coffee shop near the campus. There was 
an important project due at the end of the semester related to anatomy. So | spent my free time brushing up 


on facial features to make them look more realistic. 


| sighed and set my pencil down, taking a sip of coffee. Even with my textbook open, improving wasn't as easy 
as | thought without a real reference. Looking up from my sketchbook, | noticed a man sitting in the back of 
the shop. Dressed in black from head to toe, with dark curls past his shoulders. He stared out the window 

while one hand nursed his hot beverage, the other lazily cupping the side of his face, propped up by his arm. 


| wasn't gawking at him. | didn't think so, until he looked back at me. 
| froze under his gaze. Was | bothering him? What was he thinking? Did he want me to approach him? My face 
began to feel hot at the last thought. I've never seen this man before, and he had no idea who | was. | couldn't 


just walk up to him. 


He blinked once, then smiled before diverting his attention back to the window. | was thankful that.. whatever 
that was ended without being awkward. 


While | drove back to my campus, the man from the coffee shop came to mind. He had beautiful blue eyes, 


and his smile was cute. | hoped to see him again. 


Chapter 4 (Stone's POV) 


Stones POV 
Eddie took morning courses, which meant the only reason | woke up early was to drive him to the campus. 


| lightly tapped on Eddie's bedroom door to check if he was ready to leave. | heard nothing from the other side, 
so | slowly turned the knob and opened the door. 


"Eddie?" | whispered, thinking he was still asleep. 


| poked my head in, only to discover he wasn't sleeping. his bed was made, but what | found to be abnormal 
was that he was nowhere to be found. | didn't think much of it. | figured I'd see him on campus in the 


afternoon. 


| couldn't have gone back to bed at that point, even if | wanted to and didn't have classes for several hours. | 
took my car for a drive to pass some time, turning up the stereo's volume. | got better at keeping it loud 
enough to satisfy myself without disturbing anyone, like Eddie. He would often complain about how it was too 
early for me to play something like Slayer first thing in the morning. Sometimes | turned it down for him, but | 
got a kick out of seeing him roll his eyes and pout when | didn't. It was my car, | could do whatever | wanted 


with the stereo. And | liked Slayer. It woke me up in the same way coffee did. 


| headed towards the coffee shop right as caffeine crossed my mind. | cut the engine in the parking lot and 
pulled my key out of the ignition | took my sketchbook off the passenger seat to bring inside with me. 


As | stepped foot into the coffee shop, the last person in line turned around, eyes widening as he seemed to 


recog nize me. 


Chapter 5 (Christ POV) 

Chris POV 

"If you're not into this, we can stop, Chris." 

| huffed, my hands holding Eddie's hips as he rode me at a slow pace. "What do you mean?" 

"| dunno, Seems to me like you're not really into this” 

"I am," | said, wondering what brought him to that conclusion "This feels good. Really good. You look really cute." 


He smirked for half a second, his lips straightening as his blue eyes stared into mine. "Then show me. Don't 


make me do all the work" 


He pulled me out and left my lap. He lied down with his legs spread, where | closed in and lined myself up with 


his entrance. He let out a loud grunt when | pushed through, his arms wrapped around my back. 
"Ha-harder, Chris," he breathed, his eyes closing as he put his hand around his own member. 


| was more than happy to do what he asked, pushing my hips into him with more force until his voice 


trembled. 

"O-oh, Chris! Chris |--" he let out a loud moan as he came, quickly stroking himself through his orgasm. 

| lost control of myself when | climaxed, trying to bite back my groaning while my thrusts became sporadic, 
slowing to a stop as it died down. | sighed heavily when | pulled out and removed my condom, walking to the 
bathroom slowly to discard it. When | returned to the bedroom, Eddie must have gotten dressed at lighting 
speed. That seemed to be the case when he quickly pulled his boots onto his feet, skipping the process of tying 
the laces when he stood up. 

"Are you leaving?" 


Eddie nodded. "| have an essay due in the morning.’ 


"Oh," | crawled under the covers and turned the TV on. "I'd love it if you stayed the night, but that sounds 


really important." 
"It really is, so | have to go. All my shit's in the dorm." 


"Its alright, Eddie, | understand." 


"Is it?" He answered, his tone suddenly curt. 

"Uhh..." | looked in his direction. "Yeah, |--" 

"Look, I'm not leaving to see Mike or anything, if that's what you're worried about." 

| stammered, having a hard time responding to Eddie bringing him up out of nowhere. He stood directly in front 
of the TV, and his expression turned aggressive as he crossed his arms. | let out a deep sigh, trying my best 
to ignore my heart beating heavily in my chest from the mental image of him sitting beside Mike the other 
day. 

"Eddie." | paused, my hand fidgeting with the remote. "I'm not worried. Not about Mike. Or anything." 

"Is that the truth?" he asked. 

"Yes, Eddie. Seriously.” 

| caught his face softening just as he turned to leave. "Alright. Good night, Chris." 


"Good night, Eddie," | responded, listening to his footsteps grow quieter as he went down the stairs. 


By the time | heard the front door close, | did begin to worry about him and Mike. 


Chapter 6 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 


| swallowed as | exchanged glances with the same blue-eyed stranger from the other day. | thought he would 


turn back around or something, but instead he acknowledged me with a smile. 

"Stand in front of me." 

His welcoming voice made me blush. | wasn't in a hurry, and | had no reason not to accept his offer. 

"That's really nice of you, thank you." 

When it was my turn to order, | went with a regular coffee with cream. 

"Will that complete your order?" The cashier asked. 

The man stepped beside me before | could answer, holding a $20 in front of him. "And a small black coffee." 
The cashier rang our orders up together, and gave him his change and receipt. | glared at him with wide eyes 
as we stepped aside, my mouth hanging open with little to say in response to that gesture. Before | found any 
words to say, he spoke up. 

"You don't have to thank me." 

"What do you mean? This is really nice of you! So, thank you." 

His dark curls fell as he bowed his head. "You're welcome." 

We sat together in the back of the café. Sitting across from him, | got a better look at his glowing blue eyes. 
Accentuated by his long lashes, they were quite the contrast against his dark hair and clothes. After a long, 
slow sip of coffee, his thick lips were pink and glistening. When his eyes met mine, | felt like the only person in 
the room. What did | do earn the privilege of being this close to a literal work of art in human form? 


"Sorry," he chuckled. "Uh, my name is Chris." 


Now | felt like | was doing something forbidden Was | talking to the same Chris that Eddie was with? It couldn't 


be. Chris is a very common name. But this man in front of me was like no other I've ever seen. 
Trying to ignore the anxious thoughts, | introduced myself to him. 


It's nice To meet you, Stone,” he grinned. "| had a hunch that you'd have a unique name." 


"Really? Like what?" 


His fingers lightly drummed against the table in thought. "Well, | dunno. Now that | know your name, | can't 
think of anything that compares to... Stone." 


"Yog?" 
"No, uh..." his smile grew wider. "I just like saying it. Stone.." 

There was something sultry in his voice when he said my name a second time. IT sounded sexy. 

Chris eyes fell onto the black, hardcover sketchbook on the table. "Do you always take that with you?" 
‘For the most part," | nodded slowly. "Mainly for my classes." 

His eyes lit up. "C-can | see your art?" 


"Surel" | was typically protective of my sketchbook, not allowing anyone to flip through it or look over my 
shoulder. But Chris? | couldn't say no. 


| slid it across the table, and he opened it, studying each page attentively, uttering the occasional "woah" and 
"oh wow" as he went. When he suddenly stopped, | already knew why. Keeping the sketchbook open, he set it 
back down in front of him. He gave it one more look before facing me. His mouth hung open as if to speak, his 
cheeks flushing red. 

"Is. is it awkward that I.. drew you?" | asked. 


"Nol It's not awkward. | guess it's.. flattering that you drew me? Because you did a beautiful job." 


Thats because you are beautiful, | thought, wanting to say it out loud. "It means a lot to hear that from you. 
Thank you." 


"You're welcome. Thanks for letting me look at this. | feel honored” 
| covered my mouth and laughed 

"But yeah.. | love how you added color to my eyes. Its like I'm looking at them in the mirror: 
"Thanks! The only reference | had was my own memory: 


"| wonder if going by memory as a reference made it easier or harder for you." Chris took a small sip of 


coffee. "Say.. if you want, | wouldn't mind being your muse." 


| huffed, my dick throbbing in my jeans to the image of a shirtless- or naked -Chris on my bed. | thought 
about it, and decided that | could use a source of inspiration Even with that, no photograph or paint on a 
canvas could capture even half of his beauty. But it wouldn't hurt to give it a try. 

"Well." | bit my lip. "When can you start?" 

"Whenever you want," he beamed. "Are you busy later?" 


"| don't have any classes today, so no." 


‘Its pretty nice out," he took another sip of coffee, propping his head up with his hand. "Wanna come with me 
to the park after this?" 


"Yes, actually!" | smiled. "I'd love that." 
“Alright, cool." 


He flashed a smile at me before his gaze fell to the table, his thick, dark eyelashes fluttering when he blinked. 


"So.. what's your excuse for being up this early?" 


"Early?" My brows knotted as | looked at my wristwatch. "It's only half past 8. Anyway, | was going to drive 


my friend to the campus, but he wasn't in the dorm when | woke up, so, I'm here. What about you?" 
"| uh.. | didn't have a very good night. Didn't get much sleep" 

"Oh. im sorry, Chris. 

Not your fault. Besides, that's what coffee's for, isn't it?" he smirked before taking another drink 


| giggled. "Yeah, pretty much." 


Chapter 7 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 
"You want me to just sit here?" 
| sat on the grass, close enough to see his features. "Yeah, just find a comfortable position and stick to it." 


He leaned against the tree with one leg bent, his folded hands resting in his lap. | opened my sketchbook to a 
clean page, starting off with vague shapes as guidelines. The bark of the tree-that | would add details to at a 
later point-and then Chris‘ head, torso and legs. 


"Am | allowed to talk?" 
| unintentionally giggled at his cute question. "Of course you're allowed to talk. All | need you to do is sit still” 
"Okay," he said. "Do you mind if | vent?" 


"Not at all," | answered as | penciled in his facial features. | looked up to briefly scan the area of the park 
around us. On a cloudless, sunny day like this, | would expect more people out enjoying the pleasant weather. 


Another plus was that there was little to no chance of anyone walking past us and eavesdropping. 
"Um, it's about my boyfriend Eddie." 


My hand stopped moving at the sound of my friend's name. Maybe it isn't the same Eddie | knew. Part of me 
hoped that wasn't the case. 


‘Im afraid we're growing apart. Ever since he started going to school, he hasn't really been the same. | get 
that he's busy and everything, and studying as much as he does is gonna stress him out sometimes. Especially 


being in a band and working on top of that. But it seems like he doesn't have.. time for me anymore." 


What he had to say reminded me of the Eddie | knew. He was also in college, a band, and working. He had a 
boyfriend named Chris. | would have been naive to ignore the correlations. They had to know each other. But 
neither of them knew that | was friends with them both. Eddie especially didn't know that | was talking to 


Chris, and he would more likely than not want to kill me for it if this was the same Chris he was dating. 


| thought about what Eddie told me a couple weeks ago. With Chris' perspective in mind, the comments he 
made that night sounded harsh. And Eddie did acknowledge that. People tend to become irritable when they 


have a lot on their plate, and they might lash out on people they care about. But stress was no excuse. 


‘lm sure he loves you," | continued to draw, trying my best not to come off as though | knew the man Chris 


was talking about. "As busy as he might be, he has enough time to talk these things out with you, doesn't he?" 


"That's another thing. It's rare, but when he does ask, | can't bring myself to say much. | don't want to start 


an argument with him, and he doesn't deserve me projecting my unhappiness towards him." 
"He's your boyfriend. Telling him what's on your mind isn't projecting unhappiness. Not inherently, | mean" 
"You might be right," he mumbled. "I still don't want to bother him." 


"Chris," | looked away from the page. "You're not bothering him. And if you were, that's kinda his fault. Not 


yours." 


| stopped myself. | had too much to comment on for someone who wasn't close to either Eddie or Chris. | did 


have a crush on the latter but | still wanted the two of them to be together and work things out. They both 
deserved to be happy. 


| looked up when Chris went silent for a few seconds. His fingers were plucking the grass beside him out of the 
ground. When he noticed my gaze, he put his hands back on lap with a bashful "sorry." 


Chapter 8 (Chris' POV) 

Chris' POV 

"When can | see you again?" | asked Stone as he stopped the car in front of my house. 

"Hmm... | can give you my phone number if you--" 

| quietly cut in "I don't have a phone’ 

"O-oh, then uh.. hmm." he scratched his head. "Are you busy this Friday?" 

lm rehearsing with my band in the afternoon, but l'm free after that." 

"You're in a band?" Stone's eyes lit up. "Dude, that's cool! Anyways.. want me to pick you up afterwards?" 
| thought that was a great idea. That way | wouldn't have to wait around for Eddie to finish getting with Mike 
and the rest of the guys after rehearsal. That also meant | didn't have to get second-hand high off the 
fucking air in the process. | could just leave right after. 

"That would be great, actually. The bassist Jeff lives a couple blocks down from here." 

"Perfect. What time should | swing by?" 

"| should be done some time after 3." 

“Alright then," he smirked. "Its a date." 

| chuckled at his use of the last word. "Sure is. See you then" 


| climbed out of his car, and we said our goodbyes before he drove off. 


Chapter 9 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 


After dropping Chris off, | drove to the campus to pick up Eddie, who usually finished his courses for the day 
at that time. 


A part of me was surprised to see him at the usual meeting place in the parking lot, standing underneath the 
same tree with his bag slung over his shoulder, reading the open textbook in his hands. He looked up as | pulled 
into the parking space, shutting the book as he came to the passenger door. 

"Hey," he said while he climbed in and shut the door. 

"Hey, Ed. Everything okay?" 


He looked out the passenger window in silence, then he looked at me. "Y-yeah.? Why?" 


"Just wondering," | reversed out of the parking spot before steering the car and leaving. "Haven't seen you 
since, like, yesterday afternoon. Got a litle bit worried” 


"Oh, shit.. yeah. | crashed at Mike's place because | didn't want him to drive after drinking.’ 

| blinked. "I thought you were you going to see your boyfriend." 

"I did," he muttered. "I went to Mike's place after that." 

| nodded, and stopped asking questions in case the sudden change in his tone was a result of me asking too 
many questions. It's not that | suspected him of anything, | was just curious and wanting to make conversation. 
| wasn't going to force Eddie to talk, and | didn't feel like filling the empty air with my own voice. The other 
option was, obviously, music. 

"Ed, could you open the glove compartment and pass me a tape?" 

"No." 

| shot him a quick look before putting my attention back on the road. "Why not?" 

"Because | don't want to listen to thrash metal right now." 


‘| was gonna let you pick-" 


“Stone.." he groaned. 


"Alright, fine.." | backed off, before grinning slyly. "I'll just play the tape that's in here already." 
"Whatever-" Eddie stopped himself. "Wait, wait. Don't-" 


| snickered as | pressed play, turning to catch a glimpse of Eddie rolling his eyes and crossing his arms as the 
Megadeth album played loudly through the car's speakers. 


Chapter 10 (Chris' POV) 
Chris' POV 


| waited around for Eddie to stop by like he usually did after class. | kept myself occupied with writing down 
what | thought could be potential lyrics in my notebook. | must have fallen asleep for the rest of the 
afternoon. When | opened my eyes, the living room was dim, with some rays from the setting sun coming from 
the windows. | sniffled and rose to my feet, stretching my arms and back before walking to the large middle 
window. | pulled the curtains open to take a look outside, wondering why Mike's car was in the driveway. | 
wasn't expecting him. Nor was | expecting to see Eddie in the passenger seat. Frowning, | drew the curtains 


shut and threw myself back into the couch, crossing my arms and closing my eyes. 

Evidently, | fell asleep a second time, because | felt my shoulder being shaken 

| opened my eyes to Eddie's face an inch away from mine. "H-hi there." 

"Hey Chris," Eddie chuckled and straightened up. "I was this close to kissing you to wake you up." 

"Who says you still can't kiss me anyway?" | wiped the corners of my eyes with my fingers. 

"Good point." 

Eddie set the paper bag in his hand down on the coffee table behind him, and leaned forward to kiss me softly, 
bringing a tingling blush to my face. When he pulled back a little, | looked down at his pink lips. | always thought 
they were really cute. And the way his cheeks got rounder when he smiled always did a number on me. We 
shared a brief gaze into each others eyes before we both closed the space between our lips. 

The kisses deepened from there and at some point he ended up on my lap. My arms were underneath his t- 
shirt, my hands sliding up his arched back while he slowly rutted his hips into me. | removed one of my hands 


to cup his face, and | waited until we broke away for air to kiss his jaw, working my way down to his.. 


„his neck.. where | saw what looked to me like a bruise of some kind Matter of fact, | was certain it was really 


ie 
"Chris," he sighed, moving his head away from me. 
Hm?" 

"The food's gonna get cold." 


If | had the balls to do it, | would have confronted him about it right then and there. Instead, | put a mental pin 
in it and took my hands off him. 


| sat back against the couch. "What'd you get?" 


| went to that diner you really like and got us a few burgers and fries," he said. "Unless you already ate, then 
| guess I'll just have to eat all four of the burgers." 


"They're the ones with the bacon, right?" 

"Hell yeah" 

"Then hell no, you're not eating all four of them," | laughed. "Get up. 

Eddie smiled as he unstraddled me, taking the paper bag and opening it as he sat next to me. "Turn the TV on’ 


| did just that and put the remote back down to watch the rest of the music video playing on Headbanger's 
Ball. 


"Is this one of those thrash metal bands?" he groaned. "God, my roommate always listens to this shit in the 


car, in the dorm. Everywhere." 
"You don't like it?" | asked as he passed me two burgers. | didn't recognize the song or the band on TV, but | 
personally didn't mind some of the stuff. And in my opinion, his roommate sounded like a cool person if they 


really liked thrash metal. 


"Not really," He opened a styrofoam container of fries and put it between us on the coffee table. "Maybe | just 
don't get it" 


| can change the channel if you want." 

"Nah. What is it, almost 1? Beavis and Butthead comes on after this." 
"Let me get this straight--" 

"We're not straight, Chris," he cut in before taking a bite of his burger. 


"You--" | interrupted myself with a loud laugh. "True, but.. you don't like thrash metal but you watch Beavis 
and Butthead, like, faithfully.” 


He swallowed. "Not faithfully, | just.. | dunno.. its funny.” 
"Ed, half the music videos they watch are thrash metal." 


"Not half of them, they actually feature a wider range of genres outside of rock and metal." 


We talked and joked as we ate. Turns out he was in the right, because we caught a Madonna video and another 
one from this band called Bauhaus in the same episode. | thought the genre variety was cool. More than that, 
this was the best Eddie and | had gotten along in weeks. It almost made me forget about the hickey on his neck 
that | had no memory of giving him. 


Chapter Il (Chris POV) 

Christ POV 

"Uhh~" Eddie mewled, burying his face in the pillow. 

The bed rocked when |, liked Eddie asked me to: "fucked him into the mattress." The sounds of our breathy 
moans and my hips slamming into him from behind filled the room until he tightened around me, making it a 
little difficult for me to move. 

"Wait, Chris,” he lifted his head and groaned. "| don't.. wanna finish yet. Let me turn over." 

He repositioned himself after | pulled out, closing his eyes with a huff as he lay on his back. | leaned down to 
kiss him until my eyes fell upon the love mark on his neck, to which | immediately straightened up, looking 
away from him and sitting on my knees. 

"What?" he sat upright, his eyes peering into mine as he took my length into his hand. 

| closed my hand around his wrist. Here we go again. 

"Where did you get that mark on your neck?" 

"From you. 

Bullshit... "| would have remembered that, but | don't. So you're lying," 

He inched back toward the pillows. "Chris--" 

| released my grip on him and climbed off the bed. "You're lying to me." 

He shook his head. "N-no I'm telling you the truth! You kissed my neck last night!" 

"Are you sure it was me? Or did Mike do that to you after?" 


"God, what is your fucking problem with Mikel?" he raised his voice. 


| didn't answer him while | picked his shirt up from the floor. | chucked it at him before bending over to take 
his pants and underwear, and | threw that at him too. 


"W-what are you doing?" 


| turned around, my jaw tightening when | looked directly at him. "Giving your clothes back, so you can get 


dressed and leave." 


Chapter 12 (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 

| had the dorm to myself for the rest of the night, so | put on one of my tapes and cranked the volume a bit. 
The takeout | ordered was on the way, so | occupied myself with adding finishing touches to the picture of 
Chris | drew earlier. | enjoyed spending time with him, cracking jokes and having deep conversations. Felt like | 
knew him for years as opposed to.. less than a week. | couldn't wait to see him again. | just had to wait two 


more days. 


| looked over the sheet of paper, mainly focusing on his face. It looked good. He looked good, even better in 


person. 


Before my mind could wander any further, | jerked to the sound of a slamming door. That had to have been 
Eddie. | shut my sketchbook and crawled off my bed, turning my stereo down on the way out of my room. 


"Eddie?" | called out. 

| hesitated before walking to his room, where he was hurriedly packing a duffel bag. 

"Eddie, is-- what is going on?" 

He zipped the bag shut and turned to face me, his eyebrows furrowed and his face red. 

"Stone, can | ask you for a favor?" 

"Yeah?" 

He ran a hand through his hair and licked his lips. "C-can you bring me to Mike's?" 

| nodded. "Yeah.. let me put my shoes on" 

We didn't talk during the ride, and something told me that was no good time to annoy Eddie with my loud music 
on purpose. | wondered what happened to upset him so much, and whether it had to do with his boyfriend. And 


why did he need to go to Mike's house, as opposed to his boyfriend's? Regardless, it wasn't my place to ask, so 
| kept my mouth shut. 


Chapter [3 (Mike's POV) 


Two years ago 
Mike's POV 


| stepped out on the patio to have a cigarette and a break from the loud partying going on inside. Also because 
Jeff didn't allow cigarette smoke in his house. | thought the rule was odd considering how often we all smoked 
weed in there, but whatever. | respected his wishes and lit my smoke outside, where | found Eddie sitting on 
the steps. 


‘Oh, hey Ed!" 
When the other man didn't turn around, | started to worry about whether | mistook the guy sitting on the 
steps for my friend. | walked down the steps to the grass and turned around to make sure. That was definitely 


Ed, but in the dim light from the porch, | saw tears streaming down his face that he wiped away with his 
hand the moment | looked at him. 


"What's wrong?" | stepped closer to him. 

He sniffled and let out a shaky sigh. "M-me and Chris had a fight--" 

| didn't know how to respond to that, or how to comfort him the right way. During the several years | knew 
him, | never saw him like this. | hesitated before sitting beside him. | stretched my arm out behind him, and | 
felt less anxious about trying to console him when he leaned into my embrace. Feeling his body tremble while 
he let out quiet, broken sobs put a heavy pang in my chest. It wasn't just sadness. | knew it was more than 
that. | wished there was some way | could help Eddie, but | didn't know what else to do, but sit by his side and 
hold him. 

He inhaled sharply and dried his face. "I just wanna go horve.." 

"We'd hate to see you go, but, | understand." 

"They probably didn't notice | was here," Eddie stood up. "Sorry for.. making you put up with me." 


"Eddie... I'm not putting up with you, I-- you're my friend. | care about you. Th-that's all” 


| shrugged my shoulders. | felt a smile tugging at the corners of my mouth, but | let it happen. | meant what | 
said. 


"Thank you," he flash a small smile back, meeting my eyes for a second before looking down at his black boots. 
"| really appreciate that, man. But, | better get going." 


"Mind if | walk with you?" | spoke before thinking. "Kind of need a break from.. here." 

"Yeah. Yeah, sure.” 

We silently shared my last cigarette during the short walk. | stopped on the sidewalk as soon as Eddie turned 
left and took the small path around the side of the blue house. When he reached the back door, he paused 
before turning around. 

"You can come inside, if you want." 

| swallowed, turning left and following him inside the small house. 

The amount of hours that passed and beers we had were a mystery to me. What | wanted to know first was 
how we both ended up in his bed. | could feel that my clothes were still on | looked to my left, and so were 


his. So that put my drunk, tired mind at ease. 


Eddie mumbled something while he stirred next to me, turning his body to face me as he threw his head 
against the pillow. "Hey..." 


'Hey," | wiped the corners of my eyes. "You okay?" 

"Yeah... are you" 

"| guess." 

"You guess?" He asked 

"| mean.. aren't you worried about Chris~" 

"We broke up last night 

My eyes went wide. Maybe that was what he meant to tell me on the porch before he broke down 
"Sorry Ed, | didn't mean to.." 

"To do what?" 

"Uh." | shook my head, because | didn't know exactly what | was apologizing for. 
"Mike." 


"Yeah?" 


"Thanks for.. being here with me." 

"Dude, we're friends. You don't have to--" 

| couldn't speak with Eddie's lips against mine. He pulled away after the short, gentle kiss, and looked directly 
into my eyes. | blinked, opening my mouth to speak before | knew what to say. It wasn't being kissed by 
another guy that left me speechless. It was the fact that | was kissed my friend. By Eddie. And the fact that | 
kinda wanted to kiss him back, the reason for that being beyond me at the time. 


| inched closer to him anyway, his hand cupping one side of my face before leaning into me. 


Chapter 14 (Mike's POV) 
Me's POV 


| turned my head to the sound of someone knocking on my door. | wiped my hands with a dish towel before 
walking out of the kitchen | dropped Eddie off at Chris‘ house hours ago, so | wasn't expecting anyone. 


| opened the front door for.. Eddie? With a duffel bag? | was so confused and surprised, the several questions | 


had came out in what could hardly be considered words. 
"Can | come in?" he asked in a low voice. 
"0-of course," | stepped aside to let him in before closing the door. 


He set his bag down against the wall in the foyer, covering his face with both hands and letting out a long sigh. 
He shook his head, and his arms dropped to his sides. 


"You wanna." | lifted a hand in the direction of the living room. ".sit down and relax before we start talking 


about this?" 

"About what?" 

"About why you packed a bag and came back?" 
He sighed. "Yeah" 


While he sat down, | ran to the kitchen and brought two cans of beer with me to the living room. | sat beside 
him and handed him one. He thanked me and accepted it, cracking it open and practically chugging it. 


"Slow down, | got more in the fridge," | said. 
He swallowed and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Sorry, man. | just..." 


He shook his head, setting his beer down on the coffee table before running a hand through his hair. Instead of 
interrupting him with questions, | opened my own beer and took a sip. If | had to guess, it had something to do 
with his boyfriend. We spent half our time away from the rest of the band and our friends discussing his 
relationship. When he and Chris got back together after the fight two years ago, things seemingly weren't the 
same between them. And lately, things weren't going so good at all. It wasn't my place to point a finger at 
anyone, but from what he told he, the problem was Chris. 


"He saw the hickey you gave me." 


| must have coughed or something in the middle of my second sip. Some of the beer spilled out of the can as 
well as my mouth and landed on my shirt and my lap. "Fuck." 


"Yeah, ‘fuck’ is all I'm thinking because | specifically asked you not to leave any marks. How many times have | 


asked you not to leave any marks?" 

| took a tissue from the box in front of me and wiped it across where the beer spilled, the real reason why | 
said "fuck," but | wasn't going to challenge that. That was besides the point. Eddie was right, though. He was 
very adamant about not creating evidence, as he put it. What | wanted to tell him was that if he was that 
concerned about evidence, he would ask me to wear a condom more often before going home to do it all over 
again with Chris. But | didn't, because the last thing | wanted was a punch in the face. 

"Mike," he raised his voice. 

"Sorry, what?" 

"Answer the question’ 

"What question?" 

He rolled his eyes. "How many times did | ask you not to leave any marks on me?" 

"Every time." 

"So how come--" 


"The room was dark," | shrugged my shoulders. "And you told me not to stop. Sorry, | guess.” 


Eddie went into one of his pockets and pulled out his cigarettes. He took one out of the carton and put it 
between his lips. 


| can't keep doing this," he said before lighting it. 
"Doing what?" | asked as | took out one my own smokes. "Cheating on him or the relationship with him?" 
He blinked slowly while taking a drag. "I don't know. At this point, | really don't know." 


"| don't want to force your hand here, but at some point you need to pick one of us. It's not fair to me, and 


it's even less fair to Chris. I'm not telling you who to choose, but you need to make up your mind." 
He didn't answer me. Instead he took a another long drag, and stared at the TV that wasn't on. 


"Eddie," | looked directly into his eyes until he gazed back. "I'm serious. You can't keep doing this to him." 


He shifted in his seat. He could frown all he wanted, but it was the truth. | only told him that because | was 


just as guilty as he was in betraying Chris' trust, even if | wasn't close friends with the latter. 

"Eddie--" 

"I want you, Mike," he said, finally making eye contact with me. "Just you." 

For some reason, his answer surprised me. He was mostly clear about the way he saw me, and our 
relationship. The bottom line being | was more than a shoulder for him to cry on and a body to play with. | had 
to pry that out of him one night, because | was confused and fed up, and probably had a bit too much to 
drink | enjoyed what we had, even if we had no label to define it. Even if it was wrong. 


But why didn't he choose Chris? 


He brought his cigarette to his lips for another drag. He cast his eyes down to the ashtray to stub it out. He 
blew the smoke past his lips and shook his head. 


"Im sorry Mike," his voice cracked. "Putting you through all this, I--" 

"Don't be," | sat closer to him. "Not to me. You need to tell Chris, though. You should apologize to him" 
"| know, Mike, but I-- lm not ready to face him again" 

Oh yeah. The band As if this wasn't complicated enough. 

"You have to tell him tomorrow. If both of you show up to Jeffs" 

"Fuck, l-- | don't want to do that with everyone else around," he whined. 

"Do it after," | said before drinking some of my beer. "Or before. | don't care. You need to tell him: 

He groaned, dragging his hand down his face. "He'll probably kill me the second he sees me” 


"Eddie," | set the can down in front of me. "Imagining every worst possible scenario isn't gonna do you any good. 


I'm not trying to tell you what to do, but.” 
"| know, | just need." 
| leaned toward him. "What do you need?" 


He inched forward, closer to me. He closed his eyes and kissed me. He pulled away quickly before doing it again, 
his hands holding my face while his parted lips met mine a second time. 


"Oh, | need you, Mike," he drew back to breathe. "| need you so bad." 


| lay across the couch, and Eddie straddled my hips as | pulled him down with me. | uttered a noise into this 
kiss when he rutted his hips into me, my blood immediately flowing south. 


When | joined him in bed afterward, he put his arm around me and shifted closer. | sighed quietly and held him 
before | closed my eyes. Before then, we rarely embraced one other when we finished. If we didn't take a 
rushed shower before meeting up with the band, Eddie went to class or returned to Chris‘ place. But that 
particular night was different. So different that | contemplated telling Eddie | loved him. But | fell asleep before 


making up my mind. If he meant everything he said, | would see him by my side in the morning. 


Chapter I5 (Chris' POV) 

Chris‘ POV 

Last night made me feel multiple things at the same time. That, or | was thinking too much. | definitely felt 
disgusting, and used. Who knew how long this was going on? And why didn't | notice it sooner? Whatever. He 
shouldn't have cheated and lied to me, so | was glad | kicked him out. He more likely than not ran off to Mike's 
place anyway. They could have each other for all | cared. 

| slept in and woke up in the early afternoon | showered and threw some clothes on, because the rest of the 
guys and | planned to chill at Jeff's that night. Unfortunately, that meant Eddie and Mike would be there too. | 
didn't want to see either of their faces at all, or get violent if | did. | thought about calling Jeff to let him 
know | wouldn't show up, but | decided not to. | had no better reason besides ‘| discovered my boyfriend was 
cheating on me last night and if | see him or his new lover I'm going to beat the crap out of them: 

| didn't drink much, only with friends or at parties | got dragged to by the guys. But that night, | wanted some 
beer. Only then did | leave my house, walking to the liquor store across town. A few minutes in, | looked up to 
the sound of extremely loud metal music playing in a car passing me. The black Toyota Camry pulled over and 
stopped ahead of me before backing up. Then | realized that | saw that car before, and when | looked inside, the 
driver too. 

"Chris!" Stone shouted before turning the music down "Need a ride?" 

"Uh, alright," | opened the passenger door and hopped in. 

He turned the volume up a bit before driving again. "Where you headed?" 

"Liquor store." 

"No kidding, me too. My professor cancelled tomorrow's class, so l'm getting myself some drinks." 

"Which means you have all of tomorrow to sleep the hangover off," | grinned. 

He laughed. "Exactly." 


Man, was | glad to see him. | didn't need to drink, | just needed good company around. 


But | still wanted a cold beer. 


Chapter lb (Stone's POV) 


Stone's POV 


Chris invited me to his house, so | drove there after we bought our beer and liquor. He and | seemed to have 
impeccable timing when it came to being at the same places at the same time. | really didn't know what to 
make of it. Maybe we were just.. meant to be friends? | liked the sound of that, partially because | already had 


an intensifying crush on him. 


We sat across from one another on his back porch. He asked me to bring a few of my tapes from my car so 


we could listen to them on his boombox. It was a breath of fresh air hanging with someone who didn't mind 


the music | liked. Chris liked it a lot, actually 
| raised my first glass of wine. "To uh.. hmm.” 

"To good friends, and good company, and.. hell, here's to you," Chris smiled 
"To you! Cheers! 


Our drinks collided gently before | brought the glass to my lips, while Chris pulled the metal tab on his beercan 
and knocked some of it back 


‘Mmm.." | swallowed. "If | knew that I'd bump into you tonight, | would've brought the finished picture to give 
To you" 


"Oh, thanks. Thank you. | can't wait to see how it turned out. | know you're a phenomenal artist already, so.." 


"Chris, oh my god," | covered my mouth with my free hand. "That means a lot to me.. more than | can even 


describe. Thank you." 
"Hey, it's truel" He took another sip. "I saw the other times you drew me, that's how | know." 


| kept my hand over my face when | recalled the sketches of him | did. Back when the infatuation for him 
began, and shortly before | met him. The idea of him see those terrified me. Thankfully, it didn't go as bad as | 
told myself it would. The event of crossing paths with him was the furthest thing from my mind anyway. But | 
was grateful that | did. 


As we drank and sat together, | caught myself staring at him a number of times. At some point during the 
night, the front of his black, longsleeve shirt became unbuttoned completely. He was probably getting warm, 
and so was | by the time | poured my third glass. | took a long sip, stealing a glimpse of his bare chest. | got a 
better look at it when he set his third empty can down and lied down on the porch, his abdomen exposed as he 
tucked his hands underneath his head. In the back of my mind, | had the random idea of drawing him like this. 


That was when | remembered the second sketchbook in my car. Despite my mind becoming a bit hazy with 


intoxication, that shouldn't have hindered my ability to caputre the moment. 


| slowly rose to my feet, setting the glass down on the railing to the left of me. "Chris, I'll be right back, 
okay?" 


He turned his head and winked at me on my way out. When | returned with the sketchbook and pencil in hand, 
he sat upright. 


"Do | get to be your, uh.. model again?" he purred. 

| felt the heat that rose to my face when | giggled. "l-if you want to be." 

"| want to." 

"Okay. But first, I'll need better lighting than this.” 

We carried everything into his upstairs bedroom. After he flicked the ceiling light on, my eyes instantly went 
to the stereo and record player across the room, and the long shelf of records underneath. Knowing we liked 
the same music, | looked forward to checking them out sometime. 

Chris let out a heavy breath and seated himself beside me on the foot of the large bed. 


"Alright, Stone," he ran a hand through his hair. "How should | sit?" 


| couldn't break eye contact with him, so captivated by his bright blue eyes that | hadn't realized he asked me 


a question. | snapped out of it when his knee nudged mine. 

"Stooone," he slowly waved his hand in front of my face, chuckling when | gave him my undivided attention. 
"Sorry. Sorry, | was.." my voice petered out when | realized he could very well see me blushing. 

He blinked slowly and looked me up and down. "It's okay." 

| wanted to pull him close and kiss his lips. But | decided against it. Not now.. 

"Okay... | guess you can lie down just like before." 


Chris took his time unlacing his boots, kicking them off one by one. While he repositioned himself, | found a seat 


on the other side of the room, scooting closer to get a better look at him. 


"Are you comfy?" 


He hummed. "Yeah." 


With my sketchbook and pencil in hand, | opened to a blank sheet of paper and began with light strokes that 


formed the vague shape of him. 

"Stone?" 

"Yes?" | looked up. 

"You can say no if you want but.. do you mind if | vent again?" 

‘OF course | don't mind," my brows knotted. "You don't have to ask for permission to.. talk" 

"I know, | know. | don't wanna distract you, or annoy you with my stupid problems." 

"Your problems aren't stupid," | replied while carefully adding facial details, starting with the eyes and nose. 

He sighed, and fell silent for a moment. The next lines | etched onto the paper would form the shape of his lips. 
I'm pretty sure Eddie's cheating on me." 

"Eddie?!" | unintentionally yelled 


Chris and | stared at each other, our eyes and mouths open wide, my pencil lost somewhere on the carpet, my 
heart pounding like it wanted to burst out of my chest. 


He blinked before breaking the heavy silence. "You.. you know Eddie?" 
"W-which Eddie?" | asked weakly, as if there was a chance we knew different people with the same name. 


"Vedder." 


| gulped. So much for that. The sarcastic part of me wanted to ask if there were possibly two Eddie Vedder's, 
but | knew better than that: 


